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Only Madame herself seeing Jacob out had about
her that leer, that lewdness, that quake of the
surface (visible in the eyes chiefly), which threatens
to spill the whole bag of ordure, with difficulty
held together, over the pavement. In short,
something was wrong.

Not so very long ago the workmen had gilt
the final " y" in Lord Macaulay's name, and
the names stretched in unbroken file round the
dome of the British Museum. At a considerable
depth beneath, many hundreds of the living sat
at the spokes of a cart-wheel copying from
printed books into manuscript books ; now and
then rising to consult the catalogue ; regaining
their places stealthily, while from time to time a
silent man replenished their compartments*

There was a little catastrophe. Miss March-
mont's pile overbalanced and fell into Jacob's
compartment. Such things happened to Miss
Marchmont. What was she seeking through
millions of pages, in her old plush dress, and her
wig of claret-coloured hair, with her gems and
her chilblains ? Sometimes one thing, some-
times another, to confirm her philosophy that